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‘Oh my god," Ken said under his breath. 

"What?" 

“There's nothing to watch," he complained and dropped the television remote beside him on the couch. 
"Then turn it off," Greg said flatly without taking his eyes away from the open book in his hands. 


Ken did just that, pointing the remote at the television and pressing the red button, the room falling silent as it 
turned off. Having nothing to occupy himself with, Ken decided to.. stare at the man beside him. 


He turned toward him and sat with his legs crossed. "You have beautiful eyes." 


Greg closed his eyes, leaving Ken with his dark, long eyelashes to admire before they opened to gaze back at 
him. 


"Is true. You know I'm right--" Ken giggled before bashfully breaking eye contact. "D-don't at me like that! 


l'm.. gonna blush.." 


Greg withdrew an audible breath through his nose, returning his attention to the book. "Your lips are cuter 
when you smile." 


"No, your lips are cuter when you smile." 

He smirked and shook his head. "I'm not having this argument with you again" 

"In other words, I'm right." 

"Syre" 

Ken cocked his head to the side to the see the front cover of the book "What are you reading--" 


Ken jumped at the sound of a loud clap of thunder, his hand flat against his chest as his eyes darted around 
the pitch-black living room. 


"| guess l'm reading nothing now." 
"Why aren't you startled?" 


"Because | saw the severe thunderstorm warning on the bottom of the screen while you were busy channel- 
surfing." 


Ken sat forward, laying his body against the back of the couch. "Now what do we do?" 
"We wait," Greg sighed. 

"What do we do while we wait?" 

"We make out?" 


"we make out," he agreed. "If | can find you, that is." 


Chapter 2 


Ken sighed, laying on his back with Greg's legs straddling his hips. The lack of light made positioning themselves 
on the couch a challenge for the two men. Ken couldn't recall touching and being touched by his lover this 
much before now. Not that there wasn't enough manhandling to go around, but the sudden power outage made 
it necessary and all the more arousing. Ken knew for sure he wasn't alone in that regard if Greg's erection 


against his own was anything to go by. 
"This is a lot easier in bed," he thought aloud. 


"This is a lot easier with the lights on," Greg spoke in a soft murmur, before going back to sucking love bites 


into Ken's neck. 


Ken let out a quiet laugh, absently running his fingers through Greg's hair. He guided his other hand down the 
younger man's back, slipping underneath his shirt before sliding upward. He turned Greg's head to the side 
before pressing his lips against his cheek to kiss him. Just as he leaned forward to do it again, they met the 


younger man's lips instead. 


The apartment fell silent with the exception of them moaning into their slow, passionate kisses as the heavy 
rain pelted the windows. More thunder rumbled in the distance, to which Ken opened his eyes. He hoped it 
wouldn't be harrowingly loud like before, relishing the momentum in their gently prodding tongues. He felt 
Greg's hand underneath the front of his shirt, making its way up until it found one of his nipples. He moved his 
own hand down the other man's back, the latter rolling his hips forward when it settled on his backside. 


Ken groaned, turning his head to disrupt the kiss. "Mmmh.. do that again." 


He sighed when Greg did just that, breathing heavier as the other man continued to grind against him. As 

much as he wanted Greg to touch him, he found pleasure in what he was already doing to the point where he 
didn't want to rush to the point of climax, nor did he want this form of contact to stop. He slipped his fingers 
underneath the waistband of Greg's pants, softly groping his upper thigh before reaching around to knead his 


bare, supple ass. 

The bassist huffed. "Give me your hands." 

Ken pulled them away and clasped them around the other man's toned arms, sliding down until they found 
Greg's hands. Just as they laced their fingers together, Greg pinned Ken's hands above his head and into the 
armrest. A faint sound escaped Ken's parted lips, and he felt himself blush in slight embarrassment. 


"G-getting close," he licked his lips. "Please, don't st--" 


He felt Greg come to a sudden stop. The first thing Ken noticed when he opened his eyes was the illuminated 
lamp behind the other man, the second being the latter's blue eyes glancing around the room before looking 


back at him. 

"Power's back on," Ken mused. 
"Sure is." 

"We.. we can continue.. this, right?" 


"We are going to continue this." 


